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THE 

WATER-CASTER; 

A  POEM. 

In  days  of  yore,  as  I’ve  heard  fay. 

The  Romifh  church  bore  all  the  fway, 
Where  now  you  fee  fo  many  mix’d, 

You’d  furely  fwear  that  none  was  fix’d, 
Pope’s  bulls  no  more  durft  Ihew  their  heads, 
How  we  fhould  laugh  at  bells  and  beads; 
Such  trumpery  we  lay  afide, 

Old  pope  no  more  fhall  us  beftride  : 

*  Yet  Hill  we  gravely  trull  the  man 
That  warms  frefh  water  in  his  pan, 


*  The  pra&ice  of  Water-Calling,  perhaps,  continues  to 
be  more  common  than  many  people  may  imagine. 
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And  take  his  words  for  prophets’  fpeeches. 
Although  he  wears  but  common  breeches 
Believe  him  when  he  fays  you’ll  die, 

And  frankly  own  he  does  not  lie. 

Moft  countries  round  boad  fuch  a  man. 

That  warms  frefh  water  in  his  pan. 

Till  fmoking  hot ;  then  he  can  fhew 
Or  if  the  pulfe  be  high  or  low, 

How  oft  in  minute  it  may  beat. 

And  if  there  be  much  cold  or  heat ; 

Old  Jorden  is  fo  very  wary. 

That  you  would  take  him  for  a  fairy, 
A-wifhing  you  good  luck  or  ill, 

And  to  be  govern’d  by  his  pill : 

To  him  you  need  not  tell  your  pains. 

For  he  will  tell  you  for  his  gains  j 

If  head  fhould  ache,  you  mud  not  teach  him. 

No  ache  or  pain  could  e’er  outreach  him ; 

If  bread  flrould  hurt,  he’ll  furely  know  it, 

For  water  hot  can’t  mifs  but  drew  it ; 

If  belly  fhould  be  puff’d  with  wind. 

In  water  fure  he  will  it  find ; 

If  back  diould  pain,  why  you  can’t  tell, 

His  water-nofe  will  know  full  well ; 

His  knowledge  great  nought  can  withdand, 

If  urine  once  comes  to  his  hand  : 

On  female  waters  fo  great  his  dudy, 

That  white  or  brown,  or  clear  or  muddy, 
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He  takes  fuch  great,  fuch  mighty  pains. 
It  could  not  mifs  his  wondrous  brains. 

If  child  in  womb  fhould  chance  to  grow. 
Part  would  with  water  outward  flow. 
Appear  to  Jorden’s  wondrous  eyes, 

If  male  or  female,  tell  no  lies, 

But  to  the  world  the  truth  declare, 

And  make  good  people  gape  and  flare* 
Refpedling  what  I  fain  would  fay. 
Attend  awhile,  I  humbly  pray. 

That  honeft  folk  are  fo  much  fool’d, 

A  reafon  is  I’d  have  them  fchool’d: 

May  truth  fhine  forth,  clear  as  noonday. 
And  fuperflition  die  away. 


It  is  well  known,  nor  needs  the  pen 
To  fay,  a  fet  of  gentlemen, 

Call’d  Water-Callers,  for  their  fcience, 
On  which  the  lick  have  great  reliance. 
Their  patients’  ills  pretend  to  know. 

If  they  will  but  their  water  Ihew ; 

Some  view  it  hot,  while  others  cold 
The  fick  man’s  water  mull  behold ; 

And  others,  as  I’ve  heard  it  faid. 

Nor  hot  nor  cold  will  have  it  made, 

But  juft  lukewarm,  then  they’ll  declare 
Such  wonders  as  will  make  you  Hare  5 
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Molt  commonly  they’ll  cry,  a  wafte 
The  patient’s  end  moft  fure  will  hafte  : 
Declaring  that  the  Tick  are  wafting, 

Proves  the  grand  ftaff  of  Water-Calling. 

To  lay  their  tricks  to  open  fight, 

Would  give  an  honeft  man  delight  *, 

Could  like  to  find  a  fecret  hiftory. 

That  would  detedl  the  hidden  myftery ; 
Hypocrify  fhould  be  detedled, 

The  which  to  do  nought  leave  negledled  *, 

And  if  one  thief  can  catch  another. 

Perchance  I  may  lay  hold  of  brother. 

My  Atop  was  open  to  all  comers. 

Not  many  winters  nor  long  fummers  *, 

But  as  the  years  went  on  their  round, 

All  forts  of  people  there  I  found, 

All  forts  of  maladies  beheld. 

And  many  a  pafting-bell  was  knell’d  •, 

Some  folk  I  cur’d,  and  fome  I  could  not, 
Some  would  fubmit,  while  others  would  not  *, 
Some  took  their  phyfic  wondrous  well, 

While  fome  again  would  hardly  fmell ; 

Some  came  to  tell,  and  not  be  told. 

How  young  they  were,  or  eke  how  old, 

How  long  their  ficknefs  then  had  lafted. 

How  long  they’d  ate,  or  how  long  failed; 
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Whatever  might  their  health  moled. 

They’d  tell  in  terms  which  they  thought  bell : 
But  others,  fuch  as  John  and  Nell, 

Came  to  be  told,  and  not  to  tell : 

Says  John,  my  aches  you  mull  tell  me, 

Or  you  and  I  can  ne’er  agree ; 

Thus  forc’d,  I  mutter’d  out  a  guefs 
On  Johnny’s  water,  full  a  mefs  : 

Pleas’d  with  the  guefs,  I  with  the  frolic. 

He’d  not  be  eafy  with  the  colic, 

But  phylic  take,  to  drive  away 
The  humours  of  preceding  day  ; 

My  wifdom  told  his  guts  diforder’d, 

With  wind  and  vapour  nearly  murder’d  •, 

My  phylic  quieted  the  ftrife 
Betwixt  his  bowels  and  his  life  ; 

So  quick,  fo  fafe,  fo  pleafant  cure. 

Could  not  but  pleafe,  I  am  quite  fure. 

He  told  old  Neil,  his  neighbour’s  wife, 

That  I  had  fav’d  poor  Johnny’s  life  ; 

He  fays,  you  know  you  are  not  healthy, 

And  neither  you  nor  I  are  wealthy, 

But  W ater-Wife,  all  for  a  Ihilling, 

Will  do  you  good,  if  you  are  willing  5 
You  need  not  go,  your  water  fend, 

And  I  will  take  it  as  a  friend  ; 

Shall  go  that  way,  I  think,  to-morrow, 

And  phyfic  bring,  to  drive  out  forrow. 
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In  bottle  cork’d,  her  water  brought, 

To  fee  if  it  was  good  or  nought  *, 

I  muft  tell  him,  and  he  not  me. 

What  he  came  for,  fo  let  it  be. 

Prepar’d  I  was  to  guefs  aloud, 

Altho’  the  water  was  quite  cold ; 

But  luckily  as  out  it  fell, 

He  told  my  man  what  ail’d  old  Nell, 

Who  brought  me  word  ;  like  parrot,  I 
Repeated  what  I’d  heard  fo  fly  ; 

Old  John,  furprized,  fays  ’tis  juft  fo, 

And  how  to  cure  her  you  muft  know  : 

Good  fir,  I  will  fet  her  to  rights. 

In  two  or  three  days,  and  two  or  three  nights. 
Nell  cur’d,  aftonifh’d  were  her  neighbours, 
And  mentioned  it  at  all  their  labours. 

And  thus  it  went  the  country  round, 

That  Nell  was  cur’d,  and  Johnny  found  ; 

That  Water-Wife  could  cure  them  all. 

Both  poor  and  rich,  and  great  and  fmall ; 
They’d  nought  to  do,  but  cork  in  glafs 
The  water  of  both  lad  and  lafs, 

A  cure  they’d  find,  and  that  as  fudden, 

As  hunting  lads  can  eat  a  pudding. 

Such  great  deceit  I  much  defpife, 

As  muft  belong  to  Water-Wife. 
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The  lovely  trade  of  Water-Calling, 
Moll  fure  will  bide  for  everlaliing  ; 

Such  eyelight  pure,  fuch  knowledge  giv’ri 
Can  only  be  to  fons  of  heaven  ; 

Sure  heaven  has  bleft  thefe  men  with  gifts. 
To  fave  the  toil  of  common  Ihifts; 

I  mean  the  toil  of  riding  off, 

Becaufe  perhaps  they’ve  got  a  cough, 

A  jaundice,  headach,  or  a  dropfy  \ 

The  order  may  be,  faddle  Mopfy, 

Unto  the  town  in  hafte  I  mull. 

No  country  looby  I  dare  trull  : 

But  if  fo  lick  they  cannot  ride, 

Or  walk,  or  Hand,  or  ought  befide, 

For  clever  Scot  perhaps  they’ll  fend. 

Who’ll  fwear  perhaps  you  foon  will  end, 
Or  you  may  chance  to  come  about, 

He  will  judge  right  I  make  no  doubt. 

Now  if  you  would  but  take  advice. 

And  would  not  a£l  fo  over  nice. 

But  fave  your  pittle  when  you  make  it, 
And  to  the  Dodlor  quickly  take  it, 

’Twould  fave  both  trouble  and  expence, 
And  you’d  be  thought  a  man  of  fenfe  ; 

If  Pittle-dodlors  do  exceed 
The  regulars,  why  then  indeed. 

I’d  have  you  always  them  employ, 

And  lay  the  dull  phylicians  by  ; 
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But  if  phyficians  far  excel 
Thefe  Water-Callers,  ’twould  be  well 
To  leave  them  off*  and  to  abide 
With  thofe,  who’ve  reafon  on  their  fide. 
How  great  a  blefling  is  good  health, 

It  far  exceeds  great  bags  of  wealth  ; 

Then  if  I  fpeak  health  to  promote, 

I  hope  you’ll  think  it  worth  the  note : 

I  will  endeavour  to  explain. 

Of  good  fociety  the  bane, 

The  Water-Caller  and  his  art, 

I  find  a  few  will  take  my  part, 

By  helping  me  with  fadls  well  known, 
Which  I  have  ventur’d  to  write  down. 

In  general  we  hate  deceit, 

An  honell  man  expedls  no  cheat  •, 

But  I  would  have  him  take  great  care, 
And  of  his  health  and  life  beware. 

In  every  country,  all  around. 

Your  Water-Callers  do  abound  ; 

A  man,  not  having  any  knowledge 
Of  univerfity  or  college. 

Without  even  knowing  A  from  B, 

A  mighty  dodlor  Hill  might  be  ; 

Might  call  folk’s  waters,  and  give  phyfic. 
To  cure  the  dropfy,  or  the  phthific  ; 
Might  purge,  or  even  give  a  clylter, 

A  vomit  give,  apply  a  bliller, 
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Or  bleed,  perhaps,  if  was  occafion, 

Hirnfelf  think  fit  for  any  ftation  \ 

s. 

Of  drugs  is  proud  to  know  each  name. 

And  really  is  a  man  of  fame. 

Suppofe,  I  fay,  a  man  like  this. 

Employ’d  when  any  thing’s  amifs. 

He  mull  do  fomething,  to  be  fare. 

Or  elfe  he  can’t  expedf  a  cure  : 

To  look  at  water  wants  no  wit. 

It  only  wants  his  eyes  to  fee’t : 

His  patients  think  he  can’t  miftake, 

Nor  any  error  ever  make : 

He  gains  implicit  faith  among 
Th’  unlearned  and  deluded  throng. 

Suppofe  his  bufinefs  to  begin, 

And  now  a  perfon’s  juft  come  in  | 

He  looks  both  big  and  wondrous  grave. 

As  if  he’d  fomebody’s  life  to  fave  : 

A  bottle’s  (hewn,  containing  urine, 

A  fign  that  fomebody  wanted  curing  ; 

Go  to  the  fire  and  make  it  hot. 

You’ll  find,  fays  he,  a  handy  pot  5 
When  hot  enough  I  will  it  view, 

*  Upon’t  I’ll  fpend  my  judgment  too  : 

How  old,  fays  he,  my  worthy  dame, 

The  body  whence  this  water  came  ? 

The  perfons  who  bring  the  water,  delire  the  Callers  to 
fpend  their  judgment,  skill,  or  Vardlte  on  it. 


.  ’Tis  fuch  an  age,  the  dame  replies. 

From  male  or  female  ?  then  he  cries  : 
His  piercing  eyes  then  penetrate 
At  once  the  urine’s  fecret  (late  ; 

This  he  pretends  at  once  does  fhew, 

The  fecret  Hate  of  body  too  : 

He  then  begins  to  talk  of  aches, 

At  which  the  wond’ring  perfon  quakes, 
For  fear  he  fhould  pronounce  the  fate, 
That  fhe,  alas  !  apply’d  too  late. 

Says  he,  his  head  or  bread’s  not  found. 
This,  by  his  urine,  I  have  found ; 

And  as  for  domach,  he  has  none, 

His  water  tells  me  ’tis  quite  gone. 

You’re  very  right,  there’s  no  midake, 
Replies  the  dame,  his  head  does  ache  ; 
And  as  for  meat,  he  will  not  tade  it. 

To  get  it  ready ’s  only  t’  wade  it. 

’Tis  here  or  there,  old  Knowledge  cries. 
Yet,  is’t  not  there  that  the  pain  lies  ? 
You  know  it  all,  replies  the  dame, 

He  was  jud  fo  when  off  I  came. 

He  then  proceeds  to  talk  of  pains, 

Which  had  efcap’d  her  thoughtlefs  brains 
By  alking  quedions,  if  die’s  civil, 

He’ll  know,  perhaps,  what  is  the  evil, 
And  wholefome  phyfic,  too,  may  order, 
Such  as  may  drive  away  th’  diforder. 
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Returned  home,  fhe  does  declare 
That  Water-Sight  did  make  her  flare, 

He  told  her  fo  exadt  the  ills  ; 

And  that  (he’d  brought  a  box  of  pills 
Would  make  their  Jofeph  very  clever, 

And  take  away  his  aukward  fever. 

But  we’ll  fuppofe  a  man  to  bring, 

In  bottle,  pot,  or  fome  fuch  thing, 

His  urine,  brown,  or  pale,  or  red. 

Juft  as  perchance  he  may  have  fed 
To  Mr.  Jorden  does  apply, 

Becaufe  he’s  Tick,  good  reafon  why ; 

But  wrill  not  ope  his  lips,  until 
That  Pifsmote-Wife  has  fpent  his  fkill 
Upon  his  urine,  and  does  tell  him 
Of  things  that  formerly  befel  him  ; 

What  now  afflidls,  his  miferies  all, 

And  what  hereafter  may  befal : 

And  thus  muft  Jorden  play  his  part, 

In  the  myfterious  conjuring  art 
Of  divination,  and  pretend 
To  know  th’  beginning  and  the  end 
Of  all  the  ills  that  may  afflidt  him  ; 

Ay,  even  if  confcience  fhould  a’  prickt  him  : 
Will  fay  if  grief  affails  his  heart, 

And  if  that  makes  his  body  fmart, 


1 6 

By  being  preffed  with  its  burden  ; 

How  vaft  the  wifdom  of  old  Jorden  ! 

Now  if  in  truth  he  prophelies, 

The  man,  aftonifh’d,  ftraightway  cries. 
Oh,  wonder  !  wonder  !  wonder  !  wonder 
How  could  you  do  it  and  not  blunder  ? 
You  are  endow’d  with  god-like  powers. 

To  know  thefe  petty  ills  of  ours  ; 

Sure  you  have  taken  Neptune’s  place, 

I  fee  the  god  upon  your  face : 

Like  him,  o’er  waters  you  prefide. 

And  govern  as  you  would  the  tide. 

But  if  old  Jorden  mils  the  mark. 

By  being  forc’d  to  grope  i’th’  dark, 

And  fhould  commit  a  mighty  blunder. 
Which,  by  the  by,  would  be  no  wonder, 
The  man  replies,  you  know,  good  fir. 

The  proverb  is,  ’tis  man  to  err ; 

Your  faults  they  will  be  pafsed  over, 

While  by  your  trade  you  live  in  clover. 

But  fome  there  are  with  heads  fo  wife. 
And  mouths  fo  clofe,  make  no  replies, 

But  hear  of  griefs,  and  urine  call, 

And  drops  prepare  in  mighty  hafte. 

God  blefs  my  child  !  a  mother  cries, 

How  badly  and  how  lick  it  lies  *, 

But  if  till  Sunday  it  endure, 

We’ll  fend  its  water  off,  I’m  fare, 
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To  th’  Do£lor,  that  he  may  relieve 

My  little  babe  ;  what  would  I  give, 

>  * 

My  pretty  dear,  if  thou  might  live  : 

Thus  oft  the  patient’s  water’s  fent, 
Without  a  mention  of  th’  complaint : 

But  look  at  th’  water,  phylic  make, 

And  to  th’  poor  foul  I  will  it  take. 

This  way  of  adling  is  quite  common 
In  many  places;  fie  upon  ’em  ! 

For  ’tis  of  ferious  confequence, 

I’m  fure  it  fliould  be  banifh’d  hence ; 

For  thus  how  oft  good  folk  do  die, 

And  no  one  knows  the  reafon  w  hy. 
Perhaps  when  Water-Sight  had  k&it’d 
Folk’s  waters,  and  did  phyfic  fend, 

His  phyfic’s  not  appropriate 
To  cure  a  man  in  fuch  a  (late; 

Or  elfe,  perhaps,  he  lives  afar, 

And  cannot  be  look’d  on  with  care : 

The  fymptoms  change,  his  drugs  the  fame, 
Enough  to  kill  the  ftrongefl  frame. 

Yet  Water-Sight  cannot  do  wrong, 

Errour  to  him  did  ne’er  belong  ; 

And  if  the  patient  chance  to  die, 

His  time  was  come ,  the  neighbours  cry ; 

A  never-failing  balm  for  grief, 

For  errours  pall  a  fure  relief. 


i8 

But  this  you’ll  think,  as  well  as  I, 

Our  time’s  not  come,  until  we  die  j 
And  while  we  are  on  earth  alive. 

We  ought,  as  far  as  can  be,  drive 
In  motion  juft  our  hearts  to  keep, 

Or  when  awake,  or  during  fleepj 
Attending  well  unto  all  changes 
Of  thofe  fymptoms  which  derange  us  ; 
Changing  our  plan  as  thefe  may  vary, 

In  all  things  being  very  wary, 

And  never  adling  out  of  fealon, 

Nor  ever  adting  without  reafon, 

For  fear  we  fhould  give  up  the  ghoft, 
When  in  the  world  we’re  wanted  moft. 

A  cuftom,  I  am  told,  prevails 
Both  here  in  England,  and  in  W ales, 

If  one  is  very  Tick,  alas  ! 

And  urine  muft  be  fent  to  th’  glafs, 

A  troop  of  neighbours,  old  and  young, 
Both  rich  and  poor,  and  weak  and  ftrong, 
Hearing  the  cafe,  that  Tom’s  fo  bad, 

Help  from  the  Dotftor  muft  be  had,  - 
And  that  his  water  is  decreed, 

(So  urgent  and  fo  great’s  the  need), 

To  Mr.  Jorden  to  be  fent, 

No  doubt  with  very  good  intent ; 

They  all  complain  of  every  ache. 


That  may  their  brittle  bodies  fhake. 

I’ll  fend  my  water  too  !  one  cries, 

Let’s  have  fome  eafe  before  one  dies , 

Go,  fetch  a  bottle,  cork  it  up, 

I’ve  made,  you  fee,  a  little  fup. 

Another  cries,  my  back’s  fo  ill, 

I’m  fure  I  want  a  working  pill ; 

I’ll  water  make,  and  fend  it  too, 

If  Jorden  fees  it,  it  will  do. 

A  third  cries,  friends,  I  had  forgot. 

But  here’s  my  water  in  the  pot ; 

I’m  ill.  I’m  badly,  very  badly, 

This  aukward  wind,  it  plagues  me  fadly. 

The  next  cries,  humph  !  your  ills  are  nought. 
Compar’d  to  thofe  which  I  have  got  *, 

My  water  it  mull  go,  I’m  fure, 

My  pain’s  fo  great  I  can’t  endure. 

Another,  and  another  too, 

Now  feel  fo  bad,  they  cannot  do, 

Unlefs  their  water  fhould  go  too. 

Whoe’er  complains,  or  fick  is  found. 

In  all  the  neighbourhood  around. 

Or  of  their  own  accord  they  fend 
Their  water  by  their  trufty  friend. 

Or  elfe  perfuaded  are  to  make  it, 

Quite  fure  their  trufty  friend  will  take  it ; 
And  thus,  perhaps,  there’s  half  a  fcore, 

A  dozen,  or  there  may  be  more. 
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Agree  to  bottle-off  their  urine, 

Becaufe  they  fadly  want  a  curing  : 

Each  bottle’s  label’d  with  the  name 
Of  the  Tick  mortal  whence  it  came  ; 

The  man  that  goes  for  Tom  does  take  it. 
They’ve  nought  at  all  to  do  but  make  it. 
With  fatchel  on  his  back,  then  John, 

To  Pifsmote-Wife  proceeds  anon  : 

At  Jorden’s  houfe  his  fack’s  explor’d, 

To  fee  what  ficknefs  is  there  ftor’d  ; 

This  to  remove,  and  to  re-fill 
With  what  will  quite  remove  all  ill  r 
This  done,  alert,  John  takes  his  fack, 
With  cures  loaded  on  his  back, 

And  thus  returns  unto  his  neighbours, 
Who  wonder  much  at  Jorden’s  labours, 
Expecting  nought  but  health  and  ftrength, 
And  of  good  days  abundant  length  ; 

Well  pleai’d,  they  hug  themfelves  in  joy, 
Thinking  that  nought  wall  e’er  annoy. 

Now  if  he  is  a  man  of  letters, 

Not  held  by  fuperffitious  fetters, 

But  viewing  things  through  reafon’s  glafs, 
He  fees  what  may  be  hid  fro’  th»  afs. 

Good  Mr.  Jorden,  full  of  pride, 

The  king  of  waters  to  abide, 

And  to  be  thought  by  th’  multitude, 
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A  man,  like  Solomon,  endu’d 
With  greater  wifdom  than  his  (hare, 

And  that  he  is  a  bird  mod  rare, 

He  fees  through  honed  people’s  deeds, 

On  their  credulity  he  feeds  : 

What  feeds  him,  he  will  fure  fupport  •, 

He  has,  indeed,  mod  noble  fport : 

Before  he’d  honour  lofe,  he’d  die. 

Or  ere  a  word  fhould  flip  awry, 

As  that  he  could  not  by  their  water, 

The  infide  fee,  of  every  matter 
That  might  afflidl  or  man  or  woman, 

Of  each  degree,  from  ’fquire  to  ploughman  5 
For  if  but  once  he  fhould  pretend, 

He  might  midake  the  ills  of  friend  *, 

And  that  the  water  might  deceive  him, 

A  thing  that  certainly  would  grieve  him , 
’Twould  bring  a  fcandal  on  his  works, 
Where  error  never,  never  lurks  ! 

Now  thus,  indead  of  proper  hidory 
Of  what’s  amifs,  he’ll  deal  in  mydery  : 

If  thus,  perchance,  he  fhould  be  wrong, 
Man’s  life,  he  knows,  is  never  long; 

And  he  had  rather  thoufands  died 
Than  trade  like  his  be  vilify’d. 

While  one  dood  by  his  houfe  one  day. 
He  heard  a  Water-Cader  fay, 
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O  urine  !  thou’rt  my  greatefl  friend, 
Thy  benefits  they  have  no  end  ; 

By  thee  enriched  every  day, 

The  poor  themfelves  bring  ample  pay; 
And  if  the  rich  fhould  (land  in  need, 

I  like  to  make  their  pockets  bleed  ; 
Should  (land  in  need,  I  mean,  to  crave 
Their  Water-Cafting,  by  a  knave  ; 

For  knaves  we  are,  moil  certainly, 

A  lawyer  may  deceive  for  fee, 

And  expence  for  law  runs  higher 
Than  urine  heated  by  the  fire. 

Deceit !  the  world  is  all  deceit  1 
No  wonder  then  if  I’m  a  cheat. 

O  Honefty  !  where  art  thou  got  ? 

For  in  my  houfe  l  have  *thee  not  ; 

But  what  of  that,  infiead  of  thee 
I  find  a  Water-Cafters  fee  : 

Rewarded  well  for  my  deceiving, 

I  get  a  very  handfame  living. 

The  virgin  thinks  I  have  fuch  light, 
That  if  I  fhould  but  get  a  fight, 

One  Tingle  glance  of  her  pure  water, 

I  fhould  fee  clearly  what’s  the  matter : 
Her  mother  flic  has  told  her  fo, 

And  flie  believes  it,  young  and  raw. 

O  happy  times  !  and  happy  days  ! 

If  we  can  keep  them  in  thefe  ways. 
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The  woman  who,  perchance,  has  loft 
What  is  to  her  of  greateft  coft, 

Perplex’d  and  full  of  mighty  fears. 

Afraid  of  all  her  neighbours’  jeers. 

Her  water  brings,  would  wifh  to  know, 
Or  if  fhe  is  with  child  or  no  : 

To  think  her  great,  is  no  great  wonder. 
Her  looks  declare  {he’s  made  a  blunder ; 

It  matters  not,  I  get  my  money, 

And  by  and  by  comes  little  honey  : 

With  child  I  fays  I,  did  you  not  know  it  ? 
But  child  or  not,  old  Time  will  {hew  it ; 
A  child,  I  fee  it’s  pretty  face, 

A  lovely  boy  your  lap  will  grace. 

E’en  married  folk  they  are  not  free 
From  this  fort  of  idolatry, 

But  worfhip  me  like  god  of  waters, 

Altho’  my  robes  fhould  be  all  tatters* 

Flow  many  Grangers,  every  hour. 

Do  place  themfelves  within  my  power ; 

To  me  they  run,  blockheads,  fo  thick. 

To  aik  me  if  they’re  water-fick. 

Now  fince  the  virgins  me  admire. 

And  ruin’d  girls  do  me  defire, 

And  thofe  who  honeftly  are  wed, 

My  powers  of  Water-Calling  dread  ; 

Since  ftrangers  do  attend  my  knowledge, 
As  if  I’d  jult  peep’d  from  a  college  , 
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While  all  confpire  to  keep  alive 
My  fame  fo  great,  and  while  I  thrive, 

It  would  be  folly  in  th  extreme, 

To  fay  I’m  lefs  than  what  I  feem  ; 

Then  all  my  powers  I  will  unite, 

I’ll  ftrive  with  more  than  common  might ; 
I’ll  planets  rule,  I’ll  deal  in  (tars, 

I’ll  know  when  medicine  fuits  or  jars  ; 

I’ll  know  when  th’  heavens  fuch  a  look, 

If  fate  will  blot  men  from  life’s  book  *, 

I’ll  be  a  god.  I’ll  have  fuch  power. 

I’ll  know  exadl  the  very  hour  ; 

By  th’  heavens  I  will  know  mod  fuie, 

If  they  will  die,  or  if  endure 
The  ills  of  life  perhaps  for  years  ; 

I’ll  learn  to  eafe  their  doubts  and  fears  ; 
And  if  man  dies  for  want  of  breath, 

I’ll  conjure  him  again  from  death : 

While  I’m  fo  big  in  people’s  thoughts, 

I  fhall  receive  a  world  of  groats 
I  fhall  receive  a  world  of  fame, 

So  well  eftablifhed  my  name  ; 

Long  as  I  live  beneath  the  fun, 

To  me,  with  water,  folk  will  run  *, 

And  when  I’m  dead,  if  plea!  d  to  die, 
When  out  of  fight  I  chance  to  lie, 

An  epitaph  I’d  have  them  write, 

The  words  of  which  I  will  indite  : 
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Or  here,  or  fomewhere  hereabouts, 
(Examine  if  you’ve  any  doubts,) 

A  good  man  lies,  as  e’er  was  born, 

Who  did  not  die  for  want  of  com  ; 

But  ’twas  becaufe  he  could  not  live. 

Nor  motion  to  his  own  heart  give  : 

Elis  trade  was  mending  naughty  urine. 
Thus,  thoufands  of  good  lives  enfuring  : 
It  anfwer’d  well,  fo  fays  his  brother. 
When  will  you  meet  juft  fuch  another  ? 
But  now  both  power  and  wifdom’s  gone. 
His  very  form  will  fade  anon : 

If  you  are  forry,  ftied  a  tear 
On  your  old  Water-Cafter  here. 

When  he  had  heard  him  finifh  thus. 

His  dog  he  miff’d,  and  hollo’d  fufs. 
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A.  Lecture,  to  be  read,  I  offer, 

If  you  will  but  accept  the  proffer. 

Concerning  urine  and  its  looks, 

Not  copy’d  down  from  Water-Books, 

But  from  experience  may  be  known 
By  ev’ry  perfon  up  and  down  ; 

Believe  your  fenfe,  believe  your  eyes. 

Lean  not  too  much  on  Water-Wife. 

When  we  are  well,  as  you  all  know. 

Our  water  mull  from  bodies  flow ; 

The  more  we  drink  the  more  it  flows. 

This  every  Water-Cafter  knows. 

If  we  indulge  inflaming  fpirits. 

Our  water  likewife  too  inherits 
Inflaming  properties,  and  warms 
Its  paffages  fo  much,  it  harms  j 
As  things  are  weak  or  ftrong  in  taking. 

Our  water’s  weak  or  ftrong  in  making  *, 
Should  we  but  drink  of  water  pure, 

Much  as  betimes  we  ought,  I’m  fure 
Our  water  would  be  found  the  fame, 

Quite  free  from  every  fiery  flame  ; 

In  colour  too,  juft  like  the  brook 
From  whence,  perchance,  it  might  be  took  ; 
’Twould  tafte  as  Ample  too,  I’m  thinking, 
Should  we  begin  a  water  drinking, 
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And  drink  large  draughts,  as  John  does  ale,. 
When  leaving  fpade,  or  loom,  or  flail. 

Or  other  tool  oi  indnftry, 

As  many  different  forts  there  be. 

Contriv’d  by  old  or  modern  wit. 

Their  diff’rent  purpofes  to  fit : 

Leaving,  I  fay,  thefe  various  things, 

To  talk  of  politics  and  kings  ; 

Away  unto  the  ale-houfe  flinks, 

And,  fpite  of  wife  and  children,  drinks, 

And  fpite  of  creditors  alfo. 

His  prefent  worth  is  fure  to  go  ; 

He  future  value  pawns  likewife, 

For  draughts  of  ale  ;  before  he’ll  rife, 

If  they  will  fet  him  on  a  fcore, 

He’ll  drink  till  he  can  drink  no  more  *, 

Or  till  the  houfe  negledts  his  note, 
Regardlefs  of  the  fpark  in ’s  throat. 

If  John  drank  water  thus,  I  think 
His  urine  would  be  like  his  drink. 

The  fmell  and  colour,  too,  depends, 

On  what  you  may  have  eaten,  friends  5 
Or  drank,  perhaps,  it  makes  no  matter, 

For  either  will  affedt  the  water. 

Should  you  take  rhubarb,  you  might  fee 
Your  water  foon  would  colour’d  be. 

Was  you  to  drink  a  broth  of  fir, 

’Twould  fmell  of  turpentine,  good  fir. 
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The  air  we  breathe  affe<fls  alfo 
The  water  too,  we  all  might  know  : 

When  clods  of  earth  are  bound  by  frofl, 
Tis  then,  they  fay,  that  we  make  moft  ; 
Tis  clearer  too,  I’m  often  told, 

Upon  a  frofty  day  and  cold  *, 

More  clear  than  when  the  weather  s  warm 
This  change  we  find,  and  in’t  no  harm. 
Since  heat  or  cold  fo  much  does  vary 
The  water  of  both  John  and  Mary  j 
And  fince  the  heat  of  th’  atmofphere 
Is  always  changing,  every  where. 

And  very  much  in  many  places, 

I’m  fure  in  England  this  the  cafe  is  j 
The  urine’s  changing  conftantly, 

As  th’  Hate  o’  th’  atmofphere  may  be. 


We  cannot  live  without  good  meat, 
’Tis  necefiary  that  we  eat : 

And  fince  our  urine  takes  its  look, 

As  it  may  pleafe  our  fiery  cook  j 
And  as  the  bottle  too,  creates 
Both  fire  in  water  and  in  pates  *, 

Since  that  we  must  be  daily  fed 
By  what  we  call  our  daily  bread  ; 

And  as  the  cuftom  is  to  feed 
A  great  deal  oft’ner  than  we  need  ; 
And  often  as  we  change  our  diet, 
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Our  water  too,  is  changed  by  it ; 

Even  thus  our  urine,  each  day,  muff, 

As  fure  as  we  return  to  dull, 

Receive  a  change,  as  may  appear 
To  every  one,  both  far  and  near  : 
Cameleon-like,  it  may  be  white. 

To  any  one,  at  the  firft  fight ; 

But  look  again,  you’ll  find  it  red, 

It  changes  while  you  turn  your  head. 

The  urine  likewife  may  by  drefs 
Affe<Ted  be,  or  more  or  lefs  j 
For  good  fheep’s  clothing,  next  our  fkin. 
So  clofe  and  tight,  no  air  gets  in, 
Preferves  the  body  from  the  cold, 

Of  man  or  woman,  young  or  old. 

If  you  are  young,  with  kitchen  flud, 

And  woollen  cafe,  you’re  warm  enough  $ 
But  when  old  age  comes  creeping  on, 
And  all  the  fire  of  youth  is  gone, 
Whate’er  you  do,  coldnefs  will  feize 
The  fprings  of  life,  and  they  will  ceafe, 
Nor  wool  nor  victuals  will  avail, 
Whate’er  fupports  our  life  mull  fail : 
The  law  of  God,  father  of  all, 

Mod  furely  on  old  age  will  gall  ; 

And  youth  is  not  exempt  from  fate. 

We  may  die  foon,  as  well  as  late. 
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But  whether  you  are  young  or  old, 

Wool  next  your  flein  would  keep  from  cold  ^ 
?Tis  warmer  far,  I’m  certain  quite, 

Than  linen,  either  brown  or  white, 

Or  fine  or  coarfe  ;  nay,  cotton  (tuff, 

Tho'  very  (Irong  and  very  rough. 

With  flannel  piece  cannot  compare, 

For  warmth  and  eafing  pain  i’th’  wear  t 
Tho’  cotton  wool  to  cotton  twift 
Extended  be,  fine  as  you  lift. 

And  twift,  as  fine  as  e’er  you  pleafe, 

To  muflin’s  wrought  with  perfect  eafe, 

And  muflin  folded  may  embrace 

Your  necks  and  fhoulders  with  good  grace  ; 

Yet  if  a  forenefs  feize  your  throat, 

A  piece  of  flannel  fomewhat  hot, 

Muft  be  apply’d  next  to  the  (kin, 

5Tis  wholefomer  than  cot  or  lin. 

I  would  not  have  you  underftand 
I’d  have  no  linen  in  the  land, 

Or  cotton,  both  are  very  good  ; 

I  would  be  rightly  underftood  : 

I’d  have  you  wear  what  you  can  get, 

Not  running  over  ears  in  debt  j 
Or  cotton,  filk,  or  linen  things, 

Whate’er  to  us  kind  nature  brings  y 
Wear  what  you  pleafe,  only  take  care 
Sheep’s  clothing  next  your  fkin  to  wear : 
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By  this  you’ll  keep  on  perfpiration, 

Come  heat  or  cold,  in  every  llatiom 
Y/hile  perfpiration’s  kind  and  free, 

The  kidnies  will  not  loaded  be, 

Nor  too  much  urine  feparate. 

While  we  perfpire  at  equal  rate  ; 

But  if  from  cold,  or  want  of  wool. 

We  don’t  perfpire  unto  the  full, 

The  kidnies,  foon,  tho’  good  and  found, 
With  liquids  may  fo  much  abound. 
Perhaps  they’ll  have  too  much  to  do, 

To  feparate  what  comes  thereto , 

If  fo,  a  pain  or  fmall  or  great, 

Moft  likely  will  take  up  its  feat 
Upon  the  loins,  and  there  remain, 

’Till  it  is  thence  remov’d  again 
By  nature  only,  or  by  art, 

Aflifting  nature  t’  a£t  her  part. 

Or  if  from  cold  or  want  of  wool. 

We  don’t  perfpire  unto  the  full, 

Altho’  the  kidnies  may  remain 
Quite  free  from  trouble  or  from  pain. 
The  lungs  perhaps  may  be  opprefs’d, 
Diforder  lodging  at  your  breast  5 
The  matter  flopp’d,  you  fhould  perfpire. 
For  this  your  body  will  require  ; 

Thro’  the  lungs  fometimes  it  may 
In  vapour  moift  exhale  away  : 


32 

The  lungs  exhaling  more  than’s  right, 

A  thoufand  troubles  may  excite, 

And  Hill  unchang’d  may  th’  urine  be, 
Tho’  you’re  diforder’d,  certainly. 

’Tis  faid,  that  when  we’re  fad  afleep, 
Should  one,  unluck’ly,  foftly  creep, 

And  bring  fome  water  very  cold, 

And  dip  our  hands  therein  fo  bold, 
’Twould  caufe  our  water  for  to  run, 

’Tis  often  pradtifed  in  fun  : 

If  you  fhould  wifh  a  child  to  make 
Its  water,  you  need  but  take 
The  child,  and  place  it  on  a  fpot, 

The  coldeft  in  the  houfe  you’ve  got, 
Barefooted  quite,  by  this  you’ll  find 
’Twill  make  you  water  to  your  mind : 
Perhaps  the  cold  on  hands  and  feet, 

The  ikin  conftringes  every  whit ; 

Kidnies  and  bladder  too,  begin 
To  fympathize  with  outward  Ikin, 

The  water  then  begins  to  flow, 

Whether  the  perfons  will  or  no. 
Impending  harm  may  raife  a  dread, 

To  caufe  our  water  to  be  fired  ; 

External  objedls  have  fuch  force 
Upon  our  urine’s  common  courfe  : 

If  we’re  diftrefled  in  our  mind, 
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Our  water  too,  difturb’d  we  find  ; 

Elate  with  joy,  or  lad  or  lafs, 

Their  water  fparkles  in  the  glafs. 

Difeafe,  moft  fure,  water  oft  changes. 
But  the  whole  body  it  deranges  *, 

A  cold  is  caught,  how  we  can’t  tell, 

A  fever’s  rais’d  the.  cold  t’  expel  j 
The  water  by’t  will  changed  be, 

As  any  one  may  plainly  fee. 

Rheumatic  fever  changes  much 
The  urine,  its  effects  are  fuch  ; 

Nay,  moft  diforders  that  excite 
A  heat  i’th’  body  more  than’s  right, 

May  change  th’  appearance  of  our  urine. 
Perhaps  thus  nature  may  be  curing  : 

Nay,  if  a  coldnefs  (hould  prevail, 

And  nat’ral  heat  {hould  chance  to  fail. 

If  thro’  our  frame  it  {hould  pervade, 

Our  urine’s  colour  then  may  fade. 

But  if  difeafe,  in  any  part, 

Is  not  fo  ftrong  to  move  the  heart, 

Or  kidnies  on  to  adtion  greater 

Or  lefs,  than  what’s  required  of  nature  , 

Caeteris  paribus  our  urine 

Will  not  fhew  any  figns  of  curing. 

The  kidnies  are  contriv’d  indeed 
Moft  wonderful  *,  by  them  are  freed 
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Our  bodies,  veflels,  and  their  blood, 
From  whatfoe’er  may  not  be  good, 

Or  fit  to  nourifii  every  part 

That  has  connexion  with  the  heart : 

The  overplus  of  liquids  too, 

The  kidnies,  to  their  office  true, 

Fro’  th’  blood  will  feparate  and  {train, 
And  fend  it  out  of  doors  again. 

% 

Difeafe  oft  caufing  p —  to  vary, 

A  handle  proves,  by  which  th’  unwary 
Are  turn’d  about  at  Piffinote’s  will. 
Pleas’d  all  his  orders  to  fulfil. 

Suppofe  from  river,  brook,  or  fpring, 

Or  pond,  fome  one  fliould  water  bring, 
Should  you  it  view,  and  tafte,  and  fmell. 
By  this  you’d  know,  I  ween,  full  well, 
How  look’d  the  river,  fpring,  or  brook, 
Or  pond,  from  whence  the  water’s  took  : 
With  the  fame  eafe,  and  full  as  foon. 

If  th’  water’s  brought  before  ’tis  noon, 
The  Water-Cafter  does  declare 
He’ll  know  th’  diforder  to  a  hair. 

And,  minifter  of  fate,  pretend 
To  know  exactly  how  ’twill  end ; 

As  twenty  difierent  things  may  tend 
The  fame  appearance  in  the  pond 
For  to  excite,  fo  twenty  things 
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T’  th’  urine  the  fame  colour  brings  * 

The  urine  has  a  look  and  fmell 
Quite  proper  to  itfelf,  full  well 
The  Water-Callers  do  it  know, 

They  are  acquainted  with  it  fo  ; 

And  fhould  our  urine  deviate 
Ought  from  its  own  peculiar  Hate, 

In  colour  high,  or  elfe  too  pale, 

This  colour  mull  tell  what  we  ail. 

Pray  might  it  not  be  very  well, 
TJnlefs  it  might  be  for  the  fmell, 

To  put  in  pot,  or  elfe  a  clout, 

A  fick  man’s  hool,  and  fend  it  out. 

And  let  the  Dodlor  at  it  look, 

The  cafe  thus  might  not  be  millook  ; 
Stools  vary  much,  as  well  as  water, 

And  might  declare  what  was  the  matter  ; 
Whenever  they  obtain’d  could  be. 

The  Callers  fure  ought  them  to  fee  : 

Send  llools  and  urine  both  together. 

And  let  them  have  a  call  at  either. 

Could  llools  with  urine  be  procur’d, 

They  might  fee  more,  I  am  affufd. 
Might  cure  more  patients  of  their  ills, 

By  giving  them  fome  better  pills  : 

Or  phyfic  or  too  much  of  meat. 

May  caufe  an  alteration  great, 
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As  well  in  {tools  as  in  the  urine; 

And  when  you  have  no  need  of  curing, 
Thefe  caufes  will,  fure  as  difeafe, 

Affedt  your  (tools,  whene’er  you  pleafe. 

As  fo  much  water’s  caft  i’th’  land, 
I’d  fain  have  people  underhand, 

How  great  a  drefs  there  may  be  laid 
Upon  the  Water-Cading  trade. 

If  th’  urine’s  alter’d  e’er  fo  much, 

As  different  things  may  make  it  fuch, 

If  drunk  or  ill,  could  it  be  known 
By  only  having  th’  urine  (hewn  ? 

Take  rhubarb,  colour’d  like  to  bile, 
The  jaundice  you  will  have  awhile  ; 
Take  mercury,  and  in  the  pot 
Rheumatic  fever  you’ll  have  got ; 

Of  pureft  water  drink  your  fill, 

A  diabetes  at  your  will. 

Inflam’d  in  all,  or  any  part, 

You’d  have  a  pain,  or  gen’ral  fmart  : 

If  in  the  head,  there  you’d  have  pain  ; 
If  in  the  fide,  ’twould  there  remain  *, 

If  in  the  back,  or  elfe  the  bread, 

If  very  bad,  you’d  have  no  red  *, 

If  either  leg  or  arm  inflames, 

If  blad  or  gathering,  country  names, 
There  will  be  pain,  anxiety, 
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A  change  in  water  there  may  be ; 

But  by  this  change  how  can  we  tell 
Where  the  pain  fhould  chance  to  dwell? 

The  Caller  knows,  perhaps,  the  part, 

The  very  diftance  from  the  heart. 

Or  kidnies,  juft  where  the  pain  lies. 

By  th’  look  o’  th’  water  to  his  eyes  ; 

Will  fay  if  you  ’re  inflam’d  in  throat, 

Tell  every  pain  you  may  have  got  ; 

Perhaps  the  water  does  appear. 

As  pain  is  diftant  from  or  near 
Unto  the  kidnies,  for  to  vary; 

And  Water-Cafters  are  fo  wary, 

Unto  a  hair  they’ll  tell  if  pain, 

At  all,  in  any  part  remain  ; 

If  it  is  great,  and  the  duration 
Which  it  has  had  in  any  ftation. 

If  pain  and  heat  fhould  always  be 
Found  in  the  very  fame  degree. 

Should  they  be  feated  in  a  part 
At  any  diftance  from  the  heart. 

Perhaps  each  diftant  inch  might  tell 
The  very  part  where  they  might  dwell  •: 

But  fince  our  pains  and  inflammations 
Do  differ  much  in  the  fame  ftations, 

Sometimes  they’re  great,  and  fometimes  fmall, 
And  fometimes  hardly  ought  at  all. 
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If  pains  do  change  our  urine  pure. 

Its  looks  will  vary  much,  I’m  fure. 

From  the  fame  caufe,  as  in  degree 
Our  pains  and  heat  may  chance  to  be. 

If  pains  throughout  fhould  make  us  {hake, 
Good  God!  what  water  we  (hould  make; 
Inflam’d  i’th’  head,  i’th’  neck,  or  bread:, 
I’th’  back,  ©r  in  the  fide  oppreft, 

The  fame  difeafe,  and  it  mull  make 
The  water  the  fame  colour  take  ; 

The  only  variance,  pain  and  heat 
Have  taken  up  a  different  feat, 

And  different  fymptoms  may  produce, 
According  as  may  be  the  ufe 
Of  neighbouring  parts,  that  fympathize 
With  thole  where  the  diforder  lies. 

’Tis  true  that  gravel  may  be  feen 
Sometimes  i’th’  water,  very  plain  ; 

But  whether  there  is  pain  or  no, 

The  water  furely  ne’er  can  {hew. 

As  different  diforders  flow 
From  the  fame  caufe,  ’tis  even  fo 
With  urine,  twenty  different  things 
To  th’  urine  the  fame  colour  brings. 

If,  independent  of  our  food, 

Of  meat  and  drink,  tho’  e’er  fo  good, 

If  th’  Hate  o’  th’  atmofphere  {hould  not 
Affe£t  our  water  in  the  pot ; 
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If  nothing  in  this  world  below 
Should  alter’d  caufe  th’  urine  to  flow* 

Except  difeafe,  we  Hill  fhould  find 
Our  Water-Caflers  much  behind  5 
And  very  much  they  mull  be  fo, 

Since  ev’ry  thing  i’th’  world  below 
Difpofes  much  to  alter  th’  water  ; 

?T would  take  more  fkill  to  know  the  matter. 
Than  Water-Callers  do  polfefs, 

Tho’  fkill  divine  they  oft  profefs : 

Unftable  water  is  our  urine, 

And  if  we  very  much  need  curing, 

Let’s  not  trull  fuch  an  element, 

Our  pains  to  (hew  it  ne’er  was  meant. 

Should  we  both  health  and  llrength  enjoy. 
No  pain  or  ache  us  to  annoy. 

Still  twenty  caufes  there  may  be. 

To  bring  effedls  fo  equally 
Upon  our  water  in  the  pot, 

That  whether  warm,  or  cold,  or  hot. 

By  peeping  there  how  could  we  fay 
Why  it  fhould  be  white  or  gray, 

For  both  thefe  waters  we  may  find. 

And  thofe  that  urine,  limb  and  wind. 

As  found  as  acorns  dropt  from  oak, 

And  llrong  as  Sampfon  when  awoke, 

With  llomach  found,  and  deep  at  will. 

Of  meat  and  drink  our  conllant  fill, 
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Free  from  difeafe,  your  water’s  found. 
Whatever  colour  it  is  found  ; 

By  diet,  paflions,  air,  or  drefs. 

As  well  as  ficknefs,  more  or  lefs. 

Or  feparate  or  elfe  combin’d, 

The  water  chang’d  we  fo  oft  find, 

So  many  changes  come  to  pafs, 

To  urine  found,  prove  lad  and  lafs, 

How  would  you  then  a  ftandard  make. 
Whereby  old  Water-Wife  might  take 
Unerring  guide  of  every  ail, 

Some  certain  mark  that  ne’er  would  fail  ? 
Was  he  to  gauge  its  quality, 

And  tell  the  ftrength  it  haps  to  be, 

Yet  e’en  thus  his  art  would  fail, 

What  caus’d  fuch  ftrength  he  could  not  tell 
So  many  different  things  there  be. 
Producing  the  fame  quality. 

Suppofe  a  man  fhould  be  poffefst 
Of  every  water  knowledge,  bleft 
With  fkill  fuperior  to  excel. 

And  every  pain  and  ache  to  tell, 

And  ev’ry  inward  hurt  fhould  know, 

{How  many  people  think  ’tis  fo), 

As  in  a  map,  countries  are  {hewn, 

'They  think  our  pains  i’th’  water  known: 
Suppofe  they  were,  and  ev’ry  ail 
Th’  unftable  water  fhould  not  fail 
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To  {hew,  pray  would  it  better  be* 

Than  having  faithful  hiilory 
Of  what  to  our  difeafe  belongs, 
Defcrib’d  by  our  molt  faithful  tongues  ? 
Their  property,  fure,  is  to  name 
Whate’er  affeds  our  vital  frame  ; 

"We  never  can  diforder’d  be. 

But  if  our  tongue  and  fenfe  are  free. 
They  may  declare,  exad  and  fure. 

Each  painful  feeling  we  endure  : 

Or  if  of  fenfe  and  fpeech  bereft, 

Sure  others  may  tell  how  we’re  left. 
You  may,  perhaps,  indeed  fuppofe. 
That  urine  may  of  life  difclofe 
The  fecret  fprings,  and  how  they  ad, 
But  know  if  it  be  fo  in  fad; 

We  have  no  fecret  pains  Fin  fure, 

If  fecret,  they  will  need  no  cure  ; 

Unto  ourfelves  or  ftanders-by, 

They  will  be  known,  molt  certainly. 
Tho’  urine  every  thing  might  tell, 

If  tongues  could  do  the  fame  as  well. 
Where  is  the  great  pre-eminence 
You’d  give  the  Water-Cafter’s  fenfe? 
But  fmce  the  cafe  is  very  plain. 

That  urine  cannot  tell  one  pain. 

Or  one  diforder  great  or  fmall, 

Your  Jordens,  fure,  muft  guefs  at  all. 
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Tis  better  far  for  to  relate, 

By  word  of  mouth,  your  fickiy  Hate ; 
Lay  my  fiery,  deceit,  afide, 

The  Water-Caflers  oft  are  try’d. 

And  found  to  lay  their  greateft  flrefs 
On  a  good  double-meaning  guefs. 

*Tis  firmly  thought  by  thoufands  wife, 
That  Water-Caflers  have  fuch  eyes, 
That  they  can  fee  with  eafe  and  plain, 
In  urine,  every  ache  and  pain. 

And  can  declare,  without  a  doubt. 
How  oft  the  child  may  need  a  clout. 
No  need  t’  enquire,  if  fo  the  cafe. 

If  pain’s  in  this  or  t’other  place  : 

Their  queftioning  is  but  to  feek 
Or  if  you  truth  or  falfehood  fpeak  ; 

If  you  will  fpeak  the  truth  or  no, 

For  what  they  afk  they  furely  know; 
No  need  to  vifit  at  their  homes, 

Each  fymptom  fure  with  urine  comes ; 
No  need  to  fay,  I’d  like  to  fee 
The  fufferer  in  this  malady  ; 

'Tis  folly  quite,  and  madnefs  too. 

For  any  one  to  go  and  view, 

To  go  and  fee  what  he  could  fee 
As  well  at  home,  upon  his  knee. 
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I  would  not  have  it  thought  that  we 
Should  never  at  the  urine  fee, 

It  may  be  worth  our  obfervations 

In  a  variety  of  Rations  j 

But  as  one  fymptom,  quite  alone, 

?Tis  ne’er  to  be  depended  on. 

If  ’mong  your  goods  you’ve  ought  amifs, 
You  fend  it  where  their  bufinefs  is 
To  re£lify  fuch  things  amifs  ; 

Or  if  you  fhould  not  thither  fend  it. 

You’d  have  them  come  to  fee’t  and  mend  it. 
If  with  your  goods  you’re  acting  fo. 

Your  bodies  furely  ought  to  go 

To  one  o’th’  bufinefs,  that  may  mend  ’em  ; 

And  if  you  cannot  take,  or  fend  ’em, 

Call  in  their  aid,  and  let  them  fee 
The  fubje£I  of  the  malady ; 

The  look  o’th’  face,  how  beats  the  heart, 

If  pain’d  or  not,  in  any  part, 

If  breathing’s  free,  if  lungs  at  reft, 

Or  if  a  dreadful  cough  moleft  ; 

Thefe  fymptoms  all  might  fure  be  known, 
Without  the  urine  being  {hewn  ; 

The  urine  alfo,  you  might  too. 

Along  with  other  fymptoms  view : 

Take  every  means  you  can  invent. 

To  get  a  knowledge  of  th’  complaint. 

And  notwithftanding  this,  -you’ll  find 
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Your  knowledge  often  much  behind  *, 
And  tho’  you  may  pretend  to  th’  face, 
A  perfedl  knowledge  of  the  cafe, 
Within  yourfelves  you’ll  oft  fay  this, 
Alas  !  I  know  not  what’s  amifs. 


The  Lecture  ended,  I’ll  relate, 

If  you  will  but  with  patience  wait, 
Some  circumflances  that  contain 
Some  fa£ls  concerning  Water-Men  ; 
The  folly  they  may  tend  t’  unfold 
Of  trufling  to  thefe  men  fo  bold  ; 

If  they  fhould  land  you  on  a  fhore 
Where  we  fhould  never  fee  you  more,. 
To  Charon’s  boat  if  they  fhould  row. 
You’d  find  yourfelf  I  know  not  how. 
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an  old  man  said  to  be  with  child. 

.A.  Man  was  ill,  and  he  was  old, 

For  feventy  years  or  more  he  told, 

But  wifhing  to  live  fome  time  longer, 

And  phyfic  take  to  make  him  ftronger, 
His  water  cork’d  and  fent  one  day, 

To  hear  what  Water-Wife  would  fay  j 
A  man  well  {killed  in  his  art, 

Experienc’d  in  the  pradtic  part, 

Who  many  years  a  hearty  blade, 

Of  calling  waters  made  a  trade. 

And  was  in  fame  both  far  and  wide, 

For  knowing  what  none  knew  belide. 

His  wifdom  had  fo  oft  been  try’d. 

His  urine  went  to  man  like  this, 

Who  ne’er  could  do  a  thing  amifs  ; 
Young  women  took  it,  as  I’m  tola, 

Who  in  a  cloth  the  bottle  fold 
To  keep  it  fafe,  ’tis  cuftomary, 

That  thus  the  bottle  may  n’t  mifcarry  ; 
They  call  upon  his  Waterfhip, 

Who  out  was  gone  to  take  a  fip  *, 

They  leave  the  water,  to  be  told 
The  Hate  of  daddy,  tho’  fo  old  , 

They  call  again  when  home  he’s  got. 

For  he  had  left  his  friend  and  pot. 


46 

Young  women  fure  they  muft  be  merry, 
And  in  his  houfe  they  laugh  and  wherry  : 
Whoe’er,  fays  he,  this  does  belong, 

I’m  fure  had  need  to  hold  their  tongue, 

For  in  the  water,  now  its  hot, 

A  babe  I  find  fome  of  you’s  got  \ 

Sure  as  my  mammy  once  had  me. 

So  fure  with  harmlefs  child  is  fhe. 

This  pleas’d  them  much  that  he’d  fo  fpoke, 
For  when  at  home  could  make  a  joke. 
Returned  home,  they  faid,  why  dad, 

His  Waterfhip  is  quite  Hark  mad  ; 

He  fays,  indeed,  you  are  with  child, 

And  this  has  made  us  almoft  wild. 

At  this,  old  daddy  laugh’d  amain, 

He  {hook  his  fides,  and  laugh’d  again. 
And,  wonders  never  ceafe  !  did  cry, 

That  I’m  with  child  before  I  die  *, 

And  wenches,  fee  ye  get  all  ready, 

Befpeak  a  midwife  that  is  Heady, 

And  we  will  have  a  meal  fo  merry, 

That  every  one  fhall  laugh  and  wherry  j 
A  thing  like  this  did  ne’er  betide, 

Since  Eve  was  took  from  Adam’s  fide. 
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SMALL-BEER  CAST. 

A  Little  girl,  a  pretty  maiden, 

Who  long  had  been  with  ficknefs  laden, 
Who  long  had  kept  her  weary  bed, 

And  long  had  bound  her  aching  head ; 
Was  well  attended  by  her  mother. 

And  fometimes  by  her  loving  brother ; 
Her  mother  would  her  water  take, 

That  Water-Wife  might  phyfic  make. 
For  to  reftore  her  former  health, 

She  was  her  mammy’s  greateft  wealth : 
She  had  tw’o  pots,  alike  they  were 
In  fize  and  form,  of  earthen-ware  ; 

In  one  of  them  her  urine  plac’d, 

The  other  good  fmall-beer  had  grac’d : 
To  th’  dodlor  fhe  the  beer  did  take, 
Inftead  o’  th’  urine,  thro’  miltake. 

Her  mother  gone,  her  brother  waits. 
And  tenderly  his  filler  treats  ; 

He’d  know  what  in  the  pot  there  Hood, 
And  only  offer  what  was  good  ; 
Surpriz’d  he  was,  urine,  not  beer. 

Was  left  to  give  his  lifter  dear. 

Away  he  runs,  young  Dick  her  brother. 
To  tell  his  poor,  unhappy  mother: 

But  mother  fhe  had  been  in  hafle. 
Small-beer  for  water  had  been  call, 
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And  phyfic  fhe  was  bringing  home. 
To  cure  her  pretty,  fickly  Joan. 

If  (lie  indeed  return’d  or  no, 

To  tell  th’  miftake,  I  do  not  know  ; 
Am  apt  to  think  fhe  let  it  pafs, 

To  find  old  Jorden  fuch  an  afs. 
Yet,  notwithftanding  this  difaller. 
He  was  a  mighty  Water-Caller  ! 


STAIR  STEPS  SEEN  IN  THE  WATER. 

The  following  fadl,  if  I  remember, 
Tranfadled  was,  one  hard  December: 

A  man  his  wife’s  fick  water  took, 

For  old  Jorden  t’  have  a  look  ; 

’Twas  frolly  weather  at  that  feafon, 

And  llippery  too,  froft  was  the  reafon. 
Old  Jorden  fays,  I’ll  lay  a  crown 
That  Hie  is  hurt  by  falling  down  ; 

Yes,  fays  the  man,  and  I’ll  you  take, 
Then,  for  the  chief  that  ever  fpake, 

(She  fell  down  flairs)  if  you’ll  me  tell 
How  many  fteps  my  dear  wife  fell. 

The  man  he  knew  the  country  round, 
That  lofty  flairs  were  feldom  found. 

And  juft  ten  fteps  he  foon  affign’d. 

No,  fays  the  man,  you’re  wrong,  I  find, 
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Come,  look  again  fir,  find  it  out. 

There  muft  be  more,  another  bout. 

He  peep’d  again  :  No  !  no  !  he  fwore, 

There’s  only  juft  one  half  a  fcore ; 

If  there  was  more,  her  water’s  loft. 

No  more  I  find  upon  the  teft. 

Good  fir,  fays  th’  fellow,  you  make  me  wonder, 
To  think  you  fhould  find  out  my  blunder  ; 

In  coming  here  I  fpilt  a  little, 

How  vaft  your  genius  is  for  pittle  ! 

How  much  a  Water-Caller’s  ken 
Exceedeth  that  of  common  men. 


THE  URINE  OF  A  COW  CAST. 

One  day  a  certain  man  of  wit, 

On  Piflmote-Wife  did  put  a  fikit : 

He  caught  the  water  of  his  cow. 

And  cork’d  it  up,  I  know  not  how, 
Pretending  that  his  fon  did  lie 
So  ill,  he  was  afraid  he’d  die. 

Old  Jorden  call  the  urine,  fure, 

And  phyfic  made,  to  work  a  cure  ; 
Told  every  ill  his  fon  fo  dear 
Might  fuffer,  but  you  need  not  fear. 
Says  he.  I’m  fure  we’ll  drive  ’em  out, 
That  I  can  cure,  I  have  no  doubt. 
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The  man  did  bring  fome  phyfic  home, 
And  to  his  neighbours  it  was  {hewn. 
Who  laugh’d  indeed  at  what  was  done, 
But  with  their  urine  ftill  they’d  run  ; 

It  was  their  hobby-horfe,  they’d  ride  it, 
In  fpite  of  what  fhould  e’er  betide  it. 


ANECDOTE  OF  DR.  RADCLIFFE. 

#rT he  author  of  a  dodlor’s  life, 

(One  Radcliffe,  who  ne’er  wed  a  wife, 

*  The  author  of  Do&or  Radcliffe’s  life  obferves,  that, 
“  when  the  Dodor  had  arrived  at  the  higheft  pinnacle  of 
honour  he  could  gain  in  his  paffage  through  all  the  ex¬ 
aminations  and  the  exercifes  which  were  necefiary  to 
qualify  him  for  the  great  dignity  in  phyfic,  he  made  it  his 
bufinefs  to  difcountenance  and  explode  the  attempts  of  all 
quacks  and  intermeddlers  in  that  facred  art,  more  efpe- 
cially  to  ridicule  a  fort  of  enthufiafm  that  had  then 
obtained  among  the  Pifs-pot  prophets,  called  Urinal 
C&fters,  all  over  the  nation.  The  apothecaries,  and 
other  fmatterers  in  tbe  art  of  pharmacy,  had,  in  order 
to  draw  people  to  them,  gave  out,  that  they  could  as 
well  cure  people  at  a  diftance,  as  by  perfonal  attendance, 
of  all  manner  of  human  maladies,  by  a  fight  of  their 
water  ;  which  would  be  of  great  ufe  to  patients,  wdio,  by 
reafon  of  their  infirmities,  could  not  apply  for  relief  to 
theirs,  or  of  their  poverty,  could  not  pay  for  vifits  at 
their  own  homes.  This  had  worm’d  the  country  out  of 
many  a  fweet  penny,  and  crowds  of  men  and  women 
went  daily  to  them  with  vials,  bottles,  & c.  fora  definitive 
fentence  in  their  hufbands’,  wives’,  and  children  s  cafes. 
Amongft  the  reft,  to  whom  Ihould  one  of  thefe  credulous 
women  come  with  an  urinal  in  her  hand,  but  to  Dodlor 
Radcliffe  ;  the  good  woman  dropt  a  courtefy”,  &c. 
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Strange,  comical,  eccentric,  queer. 

Yet  fame  and  fortune  too  did  rear), 

Relates  that  Crifpin,  Tick  in  bed. 

And  feized  with  the  common  dread. 

To  Dodlor  RadclifFe  fent  his  wife. 

To  know  if  he  could  fave  his  life  : 

She  with  her  took  to  th’  Doctor’s  houfe 
The  urine  of  her  badly  fpoufe  ; 

And  when  at  length  poor  Crifpin’s  dame 
Into  the  Dodlor’s  prefence  came, 

She  dropt  a  courtefy,  and  declar’d 
She  had  his  fame  at  Staunton  heard  ; 

She  hop’d  his  Worfhip,  for  a  fee, 

Would  tell  her  hulband’s  malady, 

And  remedies  prefcribe  to  cure  it. 

As  he  could  never  long  endure  it. 

Where  is  he  ?  then,  the  Dodlor  cries  ; 

At  home  in  bed,  the  dame  replies  ; 

And  that’s  his  water,  Ma’am,  no  doubt  ? 
Your  Worfhip,  I’d  not  come  without. 

Pray,  Madam,  what’s  your  husband’s  trade  ? 
And  pleafe  your  Worfhip,  then  fhe  faid, 

He  makes  new  boots,  (as  I  am  told. 

The  bell  that  are  in  Staunton  fold)  ; 

He  makes  new  fhoes  too,  very  neat, 

He  is  a  fhoemaker  compleat. 

As  ever  fitted  fhoes  to  feet. 

The  Do£lor  poured  the  urine  out, 
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Which  in  a  veffel  fhe  had  brought, 

And  making  water,  there  and  then. 

He  fill’d  the  urinal  again, 

•  Which  he  return’d  with  a  good  grace, 

And  finding  in  the  woman’s  face, 

With  this  advice  did  fend  her  home 
To  Staunton,  from  whence  flie  had  come  : 
Ma’am,  if  your  fpoufe  will  undertake 
A  pair  of  boots  for  me  to  make. 

And  fit  exactly  true  and  right, 

When  of  my  urine  he’s  a  fight. 

No  queftion,  Madam,  I  will  make. 

But  will  diredlly  undertake, 

By  fight  of  his,  fuch  things  to  order, 

As  may,  perhaps,  cure  his  diforder. 

Thus  far  old  Radcliffe  on  the  urine, 

Yet  flill  a  famous  man  for  curing. 


A  SICK  PERSON’S  WATER  CAST  THREE  TIMES 
IN  ONE  FORENOON. 

"Young  John  had  long  been  very  ill, 

And  taken  many  a  Caller’s  pill, 

Many  a  Caller  had  call  his  P. 

And  every  Call  did  difagree 
With  one  another,  ’bout  his  ails, 

The  Callers  each  had  different  talcs : 
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One  faid,  alas  !  his  kidnies  drop  ; 
Another  cries,  an  endlefs  crop 
Of  worms  I  fee,  he’s  almoft  worried, 
And  out  o’th’  world  he’ll  foon  be  hurried, 
Unlefs  my  dofes  drive  ’em  off ; 

Another  cries,  I  fee  a  cough, 

I  think  his  lungs  are  bad  indeed, 

But  I  can  cure  him,  and  with  fpeed. 
Another  Caller  did  proteft 
He  faw  his  liver  in  a  walle, 

But  he  could  Hop  it,  and  recruit 
His  wafted  ftrength,  that  he  could  fuit 
With  medicines  good  his  conftitution, 
And  bring  about  a  revolution. 

Soon  as  the  father  ’gan  to  fee 
P.  Calling  was  but  knavery, 

Refolv’d  he  was  to  try  their  tricks. 

And  thus  his  purpofe  he  did  fix, 

And  execute,  without  delay, 

Impatience  would  not  let  him  ftay. 

At  six  o’  th’  morn,  come  dad,  get  up, 
Cries  John,  and  bring  to  me  a  cup  ; 

You’ll  fend  my  water  off,  you  know. 

You  talk’d  laft  night  of  doing  fo, 

Unto  a  man  of  high  repute, 

The  moll  renown’d,  without  difpute, 

Of  any  in  the  land  about  j 

His  water’s  took  without  a  doubt ; 
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But  that  he’d  call  it,  and  declare 
Th’  afpedls  his  illnefs  then  did  wear. 
On  the  fame  morn,  at  eight  o’clock, 

•  His  father  at  his  door  did  knock, 

Saying,  John,  if  pleafe  you’ll  try  again 
To  make  fome  water,  I  would  fain 
Make  trial  of  the  Caller’s  fkill, 

Come  John,  make  halte,  it  is  my  will ; 
We’ll  fend  all  flrangers,  he’ll  believe 
He  does  from  different  fick  receive 
Their  waters,  and  I  think  he’ll  fay, 
That  different  ills  affecl  their  clay. 

At  ten  o’clock  the  fame  forenoon. 
Again  the  father  fpeaks  to  th’  fon j 
Again  make  water,  I  intend 
To  th’  utmofl  thus  to  try  my  friend. 
Three  different  meffengers  were  fent, 
All  ignorant  of  the  intent ; 

Their  only  fecret’s  not  to  tell 
Where  the  poor  badly  boy  did  dwell. 
The  famous  Water-Caller  brave. 

Three  famous  hiflories  then  gave. 

Of  three  diforders  uncombin’d. 

In  diff’rent  patients  unconjoin’d. 

The  father  finding  matters  fo. 
Determined  he  would  never  go 
Again,  to  thofe  impofing  cheats, 

Who  pradlife  under  fuch  deceits. 
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Whofe  great  pretenfions,  when  they’re  try’d, 
Confift  in  gueffmg, — nought  befide  j 
Who’d  cram  their  gueffes  down  your  throats  \ 
Like  oracles,  thefe  wife  Piffmotes 
Pronounce  with  (kill  profound  fuch  Says, 

As  may  be  taken  different  ways. 


THE  URINE  OF  A  HEALTHY  YOUNG  MAN  CAST. 

A  certain  youth,  a  fprightly  blade, 
Receiv’d  the  water  of  a  maid. 

To  take  exprefs  to  Mr.  Urine, 

And  tell  him  that  {he  wanted  curing. 

And  that  fhe  fain  would  know  her  aches. 
Which  fhe  had  caught  at  th’  country  wakes : 
But  on  the  way,  he  thought  t’  himfelf, 

I’ll  fee  now  if  this  wicked  elf 
Can  male  from  female  urine  tell. 

Or  whether  they  are  fick  or  well ; 

This  Waterman,  Urinal’s  prophet, 

He  thought  indeed  knew  nothing  of  it  : 

He  flopp’d,  the  handkerchief  unfolded, 

(If  Befs  had  feen,  how  fhe’d  a-fcolded)  j 
He  next  uncork’d  the  bottle  bright, 

Tho’  it  was  clofed  down  fo  tight. 

And  then  he  turn’d  it  upfide  down, 

’Till  all  the  water  in’t  was  gone ; 
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I’fh’  bottle  his  own  water  made, 

Inftead  of  Betty’s,  as  his  faid  : 

Sound  as  a  river  trout  was  he. 

His  urine  fure  the  fame  would  be. 

He  cork’d  it  up,  and  folded  too, 

In  handkerchief  that  was  quite  new, 

And  then  proceeds  towards  the  cote 
Where  dwelt  a  wonderful  Pifimote  : 

Got  there,  he  found  Piflmote  a-trying, 

And  thro’  his  glades  buify  fpying 
The  waters  of  all  forts  of  flefh, 

Both  red  and  white,  and  hard  and  nefh  : 
May  ’t  pleafe  your  Waterfhip,  I’ve  got 
A  fair  maid’s  water  for  your  pot. 

And  when  its  warm,  be  pleas’d  to  tell 
Or  if  (he  will  or  no  get  well. 

Her  ills  to  me  you  muft  difclofe  : 

Her  water  tells  you,  I  fuppofe. 

Old  Jorden  look’d  and  look’d  again, 

For  fear  he  fhould  not  hit  the  pain  : 

Young  man,  fays  he,  this  maid’s  in  danger, 
To  P —  like  her’s  I  am  no  ftranger  *, 

Her  ftomach  fure  is  almofl  gone, 

And  bye  and  bye  (lie  will  have  none  ; 

Her  head’s  fo  bad,  ihe  cannot  reft, 

And  wind  I’m  fure ’s  no  welcome  gueft. 

Fie  reckon’d  up  a  numerous  train 
Of  maladies,  and  grief  and  pain, 
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Which  this  fair  maid  had  chanc’d  to  catch, 
When  {he  had  thought  t’  have  made  her  match. 
But  fpite  of  all  the  ills  that  grieve  her, 

Says  he,  my  phyfic  will  relieve  her ; 

’Twill  take  away  her  every  ache. 

If  {he  will  but  my  phyfic  take. 

So  he  return’d  with  pills  and  julep, 

To  cure  the  pretty  lovely  tulip  : 

He  found  her  very  much  afraid 
That  {he,  too  foon,  alas  !  might  fade« 

It  often  haps,  without  a  doubt, 

That  matters  like  to  this  fall  out ; 

That  urine’s  took  from  bodies  found. 

And  by  the  Water  Casters  found 
To  be  as  full  as  it  can  hold, 

Of  ills  which  they  have  power  t’  unfold. 


THE  FARMER  FRIGHTENED  BY  A  FEMALE 
WATER-CASTER. 

It  happen’d  once,  that  farmer  Clodice, 
(Who’d  often  gone  t’  a  water  goddefs. 

For  goddefs  may,  inftead  of  fpoufe. 
Sometimes  rule  o’er  the  wat’ry  houfe  % 

Or  when  her  fpoufe  is  gone  and  dead, 

She  then  may  do ’t  to  earn  her  bread). 
Came  to  enquire  about  his  wife, 
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To  know  if  fhe  was  like  for  life  ; 

To  know  her  prefent  fickly  ftate. 

To  know  the  flern  decrees  of  fate  : 

A  bottle  full  of  urine  brought, 

To  know  each  pain  his  wife  had  got, 
Before  the  goddefs  plac’d  it  down, 

If  white,  or  dark,  or  red,  or  brown. 

I’ll  not  pretend  to  move  difpute, 

It  matters  not,  fo  I’ll  be  mute. 

The  goddefs  turn’d  the  bottle  round. 
And  in  the  water  foon  fhe  found 
The  thread  of  life  ’pear’d  very  fhort, 

And  thus  began,  in  ferious  fort : 

Why,  man,  your  wife  you’ll  never  fee 

Alive  again,  as  fure  as  we 

Are  handing  here  upon  this  place, 

Alive  no  more  you’ll  fee  her  face. 

She  was  proceeding  further  on, 

When  Clodice  fnatch’d  the  glafs  again. 
And  out  o’  th’  doors  away  he  ran  ; 

How  you’d  a-laugh’d  t’  a’  feen  the  man. 
The  boulders  in  the  flreets  were  wafh’d 
By  th’  urine  which  againft  them  dafli’d ; 
Bor  while  he  down  the  ftieets  did  fcout, 
The  urine  it  did  dafli  about ; 

For  thus  he  did  his  bottle  light, 

That  he  might  run  with  letter  weight. 
The  goddefs  cry’d,  good  fellow,  flay. 
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I  can’t,  indeed,  I  mult  away. 

With  all  the  fpeed,  he  fwiftly  ran. 

That  love  and  fear  could  give  to  man : 

He  ran  ftraight  on  for  feveral  miles, 

Crofs’d  o’er  the  fields,  nor  car’d  for  ftiles ; 
For  over  hedge  or  ditch  he  flew. 

He  ran  the  neareft  road  he  knew  : 

While  thus  he  ran,  and  fweat  ran  down 
From  every  fide  of ’s  heated  crown, 

The  parfon  of  the  town  did  fpy 
Him  running  and  aloud  did  cry 
Pray,  Clodice,  why  fuch  mighty  hafte  ? 
Why  kill  yourfelf  ?  man,  take  fome  reft. 
Both  breathlefs,  tir’d,  and  almoft  fpent. 
He  thus  reply’d  in  piteous  plaint : 

I’ve  been,  fir,  at  a  goddefs,  who 
The  thread  of  life  does  furely  know, 

If  once  {he  at  the  urine  looks, 

She  learn’d  it  out  of  fate  his  books : 

She’s  feen  the  water  of  my  wife, 

She  told  me  that  her  fickly  life 
Was  at  an  end,  and  to  my  pain, 

I  ne’er  fliould  fee  her  wick  again. 

I’m  ftriving  now,  death  to  outrun, 

For  I’ve  a  mind,  for  once  again, 

To  fee  my  wife  before  {he  dies. 

Before  death  comes  to  clofe  her  eyes. 

Pray  take  your  time,  man,  don’t  fo  hurry, 
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That  Mary’s  Tick,  I’m  very  forry *, 

But  Water-Goddefs  may  be  wrong, 

A  creeking  gate  fometimes  hangs  long. 
When  Clodice  did  arrive  at  home, 

He  found  that  death  was  not  yet  come  *, 
He  found  his  fickly,  badly  wife 
Was  likely  for  a  longer  life ; 

And  twenty  years  are  now  pall  o’er. 
And  fhe  may  live  yet  twenty  more. 
Thus,  many  folk  do  run  with  fright. 

At  words  not  worth  a  fmgle  mite. 


A  BARREL  FULL  OF  WATER  BROUGHT  TO 
THE  CASTER. 

A  man,  nay  more,  a  Water-Caller, 
Who  dwelt  i’  th’  midll  of  a  fat  pallure, 
(Well  water’d  it  was  always  found, 

From  every  fide  o’  th’  country  round), 
Accolted  was,  by  country  Dick, 

Dear  fir,  fays  he,  my  wife  is  fick  : 

She  long  has  languiflied  in  pain. 

And  willies  to  be  right  again ; 

When  I  came  off  I  left  her  crying, 

She  was  fo  much  afraid  of  dying. 

Hold  !  fay  no  more,  old  Jorden  cries, 
You  know  not  where  th’  difcrder  lies ; 
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Her  water,  fir,  you  fhould  have  brought. 
Her  every  grievance ’t  would  have  taught. 
I’m  very  forry  I’ve  not  brought 
Her  water,  fir,  if ’t  would  have  taught 
You  this,  fays  Dick,  but  I’ll  return. 

And  of  it  bring  a  heavy  bur’n. 

Returned  home,  he  fays,  my  dear. 

The  man,  of  whom  fo  oft  we  hear, 

W ould  not  attend  unto  my  tale. 
Concerning  what  you  furely  ail ; 

Your  ills  i’  th’  water  he  muft  fee. 

Or  elfe  he  cannot  fet  you  free: 

I’ll  buy  a  bottle,  or  a  mug, 

Or  elfe  a  barrel  with  a  plug. 

Put  every  drop  into  the  barrel. 

I’ll  take  enough,  we  will  not  quarrel. 
Faint  flie  replies,  my  husband  dear. 

I’ll  take  great  care,  you  need  not  fear; 

I  will  preferve  it  all,  I’m  fure, 

I  would  do  ought  to  find  a  cure. 

Then  every  day  fhe  barrel’d  up 
Her  urine  fafely,  every  fup. 

Until  the  barrel  did  run  o’er. 

Not  having  room  t’  hold  any  more. 

Unto  her  husband  then  flraightway, 

She  fays,  my  love,  you  muft  convey 
The  barrel  off,  faft  as  you  can. 

Unto  the  knowing  Water-Man. 
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His  horfe  he  faddled  then  with  fpeed, 

The  barrel  quite  fecure  indeed, 

Was  plac’d  upon  his  back  fo  trufty, 

He  never  (tumbled  nor  grew  rutty. 

Dick  mounted  foon  behind  the  calk. 

No  need  he  had  the  road  to  ask  ; 

He  travell’d  on  with  gentle  pace, 

Till,  in  fome  hours,  he  reach’d  the  place, 
Where  Water-Quack  was  occupy’d 
With  waters,  brought  from  every  side  : 

Good  morrow,  fir  ; — good  morrow  Dick, 
Your  wife,  I  warrant,  (till  is  fck. 

Ay,  and  her  ficknefs  mult  be  great, 

For  (lie  can  neither  work  nor  eat. 

But,  Dick,  you’ve  brought  her  urine  fure  ? 
Indeed  I  have,  ’tis  at  the  door. 

Why  at  the  door  ?  pray  fetch  it  in, 

My  bufinefs  then  I  will  begin. 

Good  Dodtor,  help  me,  if  you  can, 

It  is  too  heavy  for  one  man. 

Too  heavy,  Dick  ?  what  ftrange  difcourfe! 

I  have  it,  fir,  upon  my  horfe. 

Upon  your  horfe  ?  fure  you  do  rave  : 

My  wife  a  barrel  full  did  fave. 

A  barrel!  Dick;  and  why  a  barrel  ? 

I  thought,  fir,  you  and  I  ’d  not  quarrel ; 

Too  much,  we  thought,  you  could  not  have, 
And  fo  a  barrel  (lie  did  fave. 
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Why,  Dick,  a  thimbleful  as  well 
As  barrelful,  her  pains  would  telL 
Of  being  fhort  fo  much  afraid, 

A  barrel  on  the  horfe  was  laid  : 

Dodlor,  let’s  have  no  more  difcourfe. 

Till  we  have  freed  the  burthen’ d  horfe. 

Well  Dick,  indeed  you  make  me  fmile, 

Quoth  Quack,  and  fcratch’d  his  head  awhile. 
We’ll  tap  the  barrel  where  it  lies, 

Draw  off  a  glafs  of  common  fize  : 

What  fhall  I  do,  fays  Dick,  wi’  iff  reft  ? 

My  horfe,  you  fee,  is  quite  oppreft. 

To  th’  fulling-mill,  the  Quack  did  fay. 

You’ll  quickly  take  it  hence  away  ; 

It  fmells  quite  ftrong,  ’twill  fuit  it  well, 

You  might  a  thoufand  hogfheads  fell: 

Not  far  from  hence  there  does  one  lie. 

Where  I  am  fure  they  will  it  buy ; 

While  you  do  this,  I  will  infpedf 
Her  urine,  and  will  not  negle£t 
To  make  fome  phyfic,  that  will  cure 
Your  wife,  whate’er  (he  may  endure. 

The  money  which  the  fullers  may 
To  you  (fo  glad  o’  th’  urine)  pay. 

Will  help,  at  leaft,  to  pay  the  bill. 

Which  I  (hall  make  you  at  my  will ; 

Perhaps  it  may  pay  all  the  coft. 

Your  labour  furely  won’t  be  loft. 
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A  MARE  WITH  FOAL. 

A  Man  who  kept  a  horfe  fo  fine. 

On  Mr.  Jorden  did  defign 
To  put  a  trick  j  he  did  intend 
The  water  of  his  beaft  to  fend, 

That  Mr.  Jorden-Wife  might  caft 
The  urine  of  his  faithful  beaft. 

My  fon,  fays  he,  I  will  pretend, 

Appears  to  be  juft  at  life’s  end  \ 

He’ll  caft  the  water  of  my  mare, 

And  phyfic  will  for  Jack  prepare  ; 

The  urine  of  a  beaft  will  pafs 
For  that  of  man,  in  Jorden’s  glafs. 

And  thus  the  world  will  plainly  fee 
His  trade  is  rank  hypocrify. 

A  friend  of  Jorden’s,  ere  ’twas  done. 

Did  hear  of  the  intended  fun, 

And  polled  off  in  mighty  hafte, 

To  tell  him  what  he  had  to  caft. 

From  whence  and  when  it  would  be  brought, 
Old  Jorden  was  in  each  thing  taught  j 
Thus  fecretly  he  knew  the  whole. 

And  that  the  mare  was  then  in  foal. 

When  the  forenoon  arriv’d  at  laft. 

That  the  mare’s  water  fhould  be  caft. 

Old  Jorden  waited  then,  expelling 
What  would  be  brought,  and  not  ueglecling 
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Til’  intelligence  that  his  friend  gave 
In  time,  his  credit  for  to  fave  : 

And  now  at  length  arriv’d  the  man, 
"With  the  mare’s  water  for  his  pan  ; 

But  th’  urine  he’d  no  need  to  heat, 

For  tho’  ’twas  cold,  he  knew  the  cheat  ; 
Upon’t  he  only  glanc’d  his  eyes, 

To  (hew  him  how  exceeding  wife 
He  was  in  waters,  and  that  he 
Of  it  could  tell  each  myftery. 

He  cries,  you  rude,  uncivil  bear, 

To  bring  me  th’  water  of  a  mare*, 

For  (hame  !  go  home,  your  mailer  tell. 
His  mare’s  with  foal,  this  I  know  Well's 
And  that  a  colt  within  her  lies, 

Impofmg  knave!  I  tell  no  lies  ; 

And  this  I  alfo  know,  moreover. 

That  fhe  does  paflure  in  the  clover. 

The  man,  aftonifh’d  and  afham’d 
That  Water-Wife  had  fo  well  fram’d, 
His  anfwers  good,  return’d  again, 

Quite  troubl’d  in  his  vexed  brain  : 

He  fays,  good  mailer,  I  declare 
The  man  did  know  th’  urine  o’th’  mare. 
And  that  fhe  was  with  foal;  indeed, 

I  never  thought  that  one  o’th’  breed 
O’th’  Water-Callers  could  have  known 
Such  things  as  unto  me  were  fhewn: 
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This  manfo  wife,  this  Water-Caller, 

Knew  that  Ihe  fed  i’th’  clover  palture  ; 
Knows  that  a  colt  the  foal  will  be, 

Its  fize,  and  every  quality. 

At  length  when  th’  colt  dropt  from  the  mare, 
Both  mailer  and  man  John  did  Hare  : 

The  mailer  cries,  he  has  a  fpirit. 

That  does  his  earthly  frame  inherit  j 
A  conjurer  or  wizard  he, 

Elfe  could  he  know  what  th’  foal  would  be  ? 
He  with  the  devil  deals,  I  fwear, 

Or  elfe  he’d  not  have  known  my  mare 
Was  then  in  foal,  and  that ’t would  be 
A  colt,  as  we  now  plainly  fee. 

The  wifefl  man,  Solomon,  was, 

Compai’d  to  Jorden,  but  an  afs. 

The  people  round,  the  cafe  did  hear. 

And  were  furprized  every  where : 

It  quite  eftablifhed  his  name, 

Folk  from  all  quarters  to  him  came, 

And  were  perfuaded  Water-Wife 
Had  fuch  a  pair  of  peeping  eyes, 

That  in  an  inllant  he  could  tell 
Each  water-pain  exceeding  well ; 

Allonilhing  his  looks,  and  keen. 

The  like  before  was  never  feen. 
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THE  WAY  TO  GET  MONEY. 

Have  patience  with  me,  while  I  tell 
A  circumftance  that  was  known  well. 

As  I  am  told,  where  it  was  adled  ; 

It  was  the  talk  when  firffc  tranfa£led. 

Two  ftrangers  in  a  town  once  lay, 

(Where  ’twas  I’ll  not  pretend  to  fay), 

Not  having  with  them  their  bell  friend. 

For  money  was  at  their  wits’  end: 

They  fchem’d,  and  fchem’d,  and  fchem’d  again. 
At  length  they  found  a  lucky  vein. 

In  which  good  (lore  of  money  lay, 

They’d  nought  to  do  but  work  their  way. 

I  know  full  well  how  much,  fays  one. 

Good  health  is  priz’d,  defpis’d  by  none. 

And  for  to  buy  fome  fhare  of  health, 

When  ill,  how  little  priz’d  is  wealth! 

(How  very  much  fick  folk  would  give. 

Could  they  another  year  but  live), 

When  fixed  dodfors  can’t  difpenfe 
The  blessing,  tho’  the  fick  folk’s  pence 
They  may  receive,  I’m  very  fure 
To  ftrangers  they  will  come  for  cure  ; 

The  man  who’s  finking  in  the  wave, 

Will  catch  at  ought  he  can,  to  fave 
Himfelf,  ’t is  thus  with  the  fick  man. 

He’ll  catch  at  ought  that  e’er  he  can, 
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Unlike  or  like,  in  hopes  to  fave 
His  finking  body  from  the  grave. 

Let  us  pretend  difpenfmg  health, 

I  warrant  we  fhall  foon  have  wealth ; 

A  Water-Cafter  great  I’ll  be, 

Pretending  if  I  can  but  fee 
The  fick  man’s  urine,  I  can  tell 
His  ficknefs,  and  foon  make  him  well  r 
A  wonder  muft  at  fir  ft  be  wrought 
By  urine,  then  it  will  be  thought 
That  I,  indeed,  muft  furely  ken 
Whate’er  belongs  to- living  men. 

They  then  concerted  and  agreed 
Upon  performing  fuch  a  deed. 

As  would  a  miracle  appear, 

To  ev’ry  one  that  chanc’d  to  hear. 

The  Cafter  in  his  room  would  ftay, 

His  friend  the  while  did  go  away 
To  feek  him  work,  and  he  did  find 
Such  as  foon  anfwer’d  to  his  mind. 

Here  public-houfes  did  abound, 

And  in  one  of  them  foon  he  found 
A  company  of  men,  all  hearty, 

And  he  foon  made  one  of  their  party  : 
Pray,  gemmen,  have  you  heard  ought  faid 
About  a  man  o’  th’  do&oring  trade, 

Says  he,  that’s  come  unto  this  place  ? 

I  never  yet  did  fee  his  face, 
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Nor  do  1  know  from  whence  he  came. 
But  I  have  heard  much  of  his  fame 
In  waters,  and  his  cures,  ’tis  faid, 

Are  quite  aftonifhing  indeed  ; 

I’m  told,  and  I  believe  ’tis  true. 

Should  he  but  urine  nicely  view, 

If  more  than  one  made  it,  he’d  tell ; 
Nay,  I  durft  fwear  he  would  know  well 
If  feveral  in  one  veflel  made 
Their  urine,  he’s  fo  nice  i’  th’  trade. 

He  would  diftinguifh  nice  and  true. 

If  many  made  it,  or  but  few  j 
Their  number  he’d  exadlly  name. 

No  mortal  elfe  could  do  the  fame. 

The  company  were  all  furpriz’d, 

To  think  he  had  not  advertiz’d  : 

Why  fure,  fay  they,  the  papers  ought 
To  tell  the  world  what  it  has  got ; 

That  he’s  fo  wife,  we  don’t  believe. 

Nor  credit  can  we  to  him  give ; 

Th’  urine  of  many  or  of  few, 

Mix’d  he’ll  diftinguifh,  ’tis  not  true. 
We’re  very  fure  he  can’t  it  do. 

Pray  gemmen,  be  not  angry,  and 
We  very  foon  will  understand 
If  it  is  true  or  if  deceit. 

If  he  is  honeft  or  a  cheat : 
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Myfelf  could  like  to  prove  the  deed, 

But  by  what’s  told,  from  doubt  I’m  freed: 

I  dare  engage  to  pay  the  {hot, 

And  we  will  in  the  chamber-pot 
Our  water  altogether  make, 

And  one  you  pleafe  foon  {hall  it  take  ; 

Unto  the  man,  again  I  fay, 

Your  Uiot  I  do  engage  to  pay. 

If  he  miftakes,  if  he  {hould  not 
Exactly  tell,  by  feeing  th’  pot. 

How  many  in’t  their  water  made, 

He’ll  not  miftake,  I’m  not  afraid  *, 

And  if  exa£t  he  {hould  declare 
To  you,  a  thing  fo  very  rare, 

You  then  muft  pay  the  {hot  for  me, 

And  I  muft  drink  and  fmoke  fcot  free. 
Agreed,  the  company  did  cry, 

The  Water-Cafter’s  {kill  we’ll  try  : 

They  in  a  pot  their  urine  blend, 

And  to  the  Cafter  did  it  fend 
By  fuch  a  man  as  they  could  truft, 

Faithful  and  true,  and  very  juft  ; 

Who  polled  off  in  mighty  hafte, 

To  fee  the  end,  no  time  he’d  wafte, 

And  to  the  Caller’s  room  he  came 
Unto  this  mighty  man  of  fame, 

And  told  him  he  had  brought  lome  water, 
And  he  muft  tell  him  all  the  matter  : 
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The  Water-Caller’ s  pleas’d  indeed 
To  fee  this  help  in  time  of  need  : 

Good  fir,  fays  he,  I’m  glad  I  have 
An  opportunity  to  fave  5 
To  do  good  is  my  great  delight, 

I  think  upon’t  both  day  and  night : 

He  view’d  the  water  o’er  and  o’er. 

And  over  it  he  long  did  pore, 

And  turn’d  the  vefiel  round  and  round  5 
Atlaffc,  fays  he,  good  fir,  I’ve  found 
A  mixture  of  the  waters,  fure, 

No  doubt  but  fome  will  need  a  cure. 
Good  dodlor,  very  wife  you  are, 

But,  fir,  you  mull  to  me  declare 
How  many  waters  you  do  find, 

Your  knowledge  cannot  come  behind. 
Indeed,  good  fir,  ’tis  eafy  quite 
To  tell  you  this  at  the  firft  fight ; 

I  know  right  well,  (I  can’t  miftake). 
That  fix  i’th’  pot  did  water  make. 

Good  fir,  your  knowledge  does  excel 
In  waters,  I  ne’er  did  hear  tell 
Of  any  that  the  fame  could  do, 

The  number  told’s  exactly  true. 
Return’d  again  unto  the  inn. 

His  ftory  thus  he  did  begin  : 

My  friends,  the  Caller  has  fuch  Ikill, 
Exadlly  true  he  did  me  tell 
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How  many  waters  in  the  pot, 

When  he  had  view’d  what  I  had  got. 
I’m  very  glad,  the  ftranger  cries, 

We  find  he  is  fo  Water-wife, 

I  never  had  the  proof  before, 

But  now  I  (hall  believe  him  more  ; 

My  fhot  is  fettled  and  I’m  clear’d, 

We  all  have  proof  of  what  I  heard. 

It  foon  was  rumoured  around. 

Where  fuch  a  man  was  to  be  found, 

As  could  do  wonders  great  indeed 
In  ev’ry  part  o’th’  Water  trade  : 

And  the  next  day  great  numbers  came 
Unto  this  mighty  man  of  fame  ; 

They  flock’d  from  every  quarter  round, 
Where  any  ache  or  pain  was  found  ; 
And  foon  his  pockets  he  did  fill, 

For  ’twas  believ’d  he  had  fuch  {kill 
As  never  mortal  had  befide  *, 

His  skill  had  openly  been  try’d, 

And  if  the  time  was  now  flipt  o’er, 

It  never  might  come  any  more. 

Soon  as  the  ftranger  had  well  lin’d 
His  pockets,  he  his  trade  reflgn’d, 

And  left  the  town  to  weep  and  mourn, 
Becaufe  he  never  might  return. 

How  he  could  fo  exactly  know, 

*  When  the  mix’d  waters  he  did  view. 
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Perhaps  you  might  be  glad  to  learn, 
How  he  the  number  could  difcern  : 
Upon  the  pot  his  friend  did  make 
A  fecret  fign,  that  he  might  take 
His  number  from,  and  thus  he  got 
His  credit  from  a  chamber  pot. 


A  WATER  CASTER’S  PLAN. 

I’ve  heard  the  following  cunning  plan 
Was  follow’d  by  a  Water-Man, 

Who  in  a  market-town  did  live, 

Advice  and  phyfic  too  did  give : 

He  kept  a  (hop  in  publick  ftreet. 

With  bottles,  pots,  and  boxes  neat : 
His  pots  good  lecfuary  fills. 

His  bofrfes  were  well  ftor’d  with  pills  j 
His  bottles  full  of  tinclures  bright, 
Himfelf  endow’d  with  water  fight. 
Adjoining  to  his  fhop  he  had 
A  room,  in  which,  all  that  was  faid 
I’  th’  fhop,  he  could  in  fecret  know. 
The  room  it  was  contrived  fo  $ 

Both  to  affiit  him  in  his  plan, 

And  mix  his  drugs,  he  kept  a  man  : 
And  when  there  was  a  water  brought. 
His  (hop-man  then,  as  being  taught* 
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The  man  did  ask,  who  might  it  bring, 

About  th’  diforder  every  thing. 

While  in  the  {hop  the  flranger  flood, 

And  every  word  was  underflood 
By  Water-Sight  in  the  next  room, 

Before  unto  him  they  did  come, 

The  Caller’s  man  fometimes  would  fay, 

My  mailer's  not  at  home  to  day, 

But  I  do  waters  wifely  know. 

Are  not  the  fick,  pray,  fo  and  lo  ? 

T’  his  mafler  then  he  did  unfold 
Each  pain  that  to  him  had  been  told, 

Who  wifely  would  not  be  at  home, 

Altho’  he  kept  his  inner  room. 

When  he  was  thus  inform’d  o’th’  cafe, 

The  fervant-maid  would  {hew  her  face 
I’th’  fliop,  and  cry,  your  mafler’s  come, 

And  gone  into  his  water-room  : 

Sometimes  one  way,  fometimes  another, 
They’d  cheat  mankind,  ay  their  own  brother. 
The  flranger  being  introduc’d, 

And  the  fick  urine  being  produc’d, 
lie  views  it  o’er  and  o’er  again. 

Pretending  in’t  to  find  each  pain  : 

What  the  fick  felt  he  could  relate, 

And  greatly  prophefy  their  fate  ; 

And  thus  his  name  grew  very  great. 
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The  multitude  heard  of  his  fame, 

Like  queen  of  Sheba,  too,  they  cafrie, 
As  unto  Solomon,  to  fee 
If  fuch  great  wifdom  there  might  be  ': 
With  queftions  hard  his  wifdom  try’d, 
And  found  he  was  not  magnify’d. 

And  found  his  fame  was  true  report, 
His  wifdom  was  of  fuch  a  fort ; 

And  that  his  wifdom  did  excel 
Whatever  Fame  had  power  to  tell  ; 
His  water  knowledge  was  prefer’d 
To  ought  befides,  it  never  err’d  : 

By  praclifing  the  ’forefaid  plan, 

This  cunning,  artful  Water-Man, 

The  country  all  around  deceiv’d. 

And  all  the  country  round  believ’d 
That  in  the  waters  he  could  fee 
Where  each  diforder  chanc’d  to  be. 
This  plan  is  oft,  they  fay,  indeed, 
Purfu’d  by  fome  o’th’  water  breed; 
But  be  their  pra£lices  fo  good. 

E’er  fo  well  known  or  underltood. 

As  papifts  on  their  priefts  depend. 
With  confidence,  and  eafy  lend 
Belief  and  faith  to  purgatory. 

And  every  idle  legend  (lory, 

So  multitudes  in  our  wife  day 
Believe  all  Water-Callers  fay. 
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Tho’  it  be  proved  e’er  fo  plain. 

They  only  guefs  at  every  pain, 

Whate’er  fhould  be  or  prov’d  or  faid 
Upon  the  Water-Cafting  trade, 

If  male  or  female  wanted  curing, 

* 

They  would  run  off  {till  with  their  urine. 
Such  bigots  there  would  (till  be  found, 

In  ev’ry  town  and  country  round. 
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